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up to a sort of reading-desk, where they dashed down their contributions in the plate, just as I told you they do at the ' May-meetings'; the more noise the better, apparently. Neither the seats nor the passage were very roomy, and as there was a double row of people sitting in the passage itself, this proceeding took up a good deal of time, and made a great amount of confusion ; but Mr. C------ told me that when he
tried to introduce handing round the plate, the native pastor said to him, ' Missi, we want the money, and they not give half as much if not
let give their own way,' and, as Mr. C------added
maliciously, 'You see, we publish no reports and lists of subscriptions/ It is quite a pretty little church, the roof lined with varnished wood in two shades, and the windows filled with stained glass; but the windows are too narrow to please me, and there is only one door at the end, which I think a pity.
We lunched afterwards with friends; and I was told a story of myself that may amuse you.
A lady was describing Mrs. C------ and me
riding home from the recent school examination at Mootaa (of which I told you). She declared that she made herself nearly ill only in trying, vainly, to keep us in sight; 'and as for Mrs. Stevenson/ she wound up, 'she is just a storm on horseback !'
I am now allowed to tell you the secret history of the last visit to Mali6. Lady J------was one